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A Love Letter 
To Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, extravagant giver of 
graces, I am beginning to appre- 
ciate the privilege You gave me in 
letting me see the beginning of 
the Madonna House apostolate in 
Texas. 

We have been told again and 


again that we are merely sowers| 


of the seeds. We may not live to 
see any harvest. Yet You have 
permitted me to see some of the 
reaping as well as the sowing— 
and You let me have some idea of 
our future labors in Your Vine- 
yards. 

I saw the work of Your Casa 
Maria Reina as one remote from 
it, and yet connected with it. I 
was like some curious little spider, 
peering out of a dirty cobweb 
high on some adobe wall, so wrap- 
ped in the wonder of what he 
saw that he was lost to his sur- 
roundings, even to the flies, used 
and unused, which the web had 
captured. 

Irrigate The Desert 

The country, which comprises 
the village of Balmorhea, and 
the huddle of huts and_ shacks 
that is Saragosa, eight miles 
away, is a desert in which, until 
recently, nothing grew except cac- 
tus, mesquite, greasewood, 
tumbleweeds, jack rabbits, rattle 
snakes, carrion birds, and purple 
mountains. 

Irrigation brought it miles and 
miles of cotton fields. Flat lands 
stretching from the mountains 
farther than any eyes could see. 
Flat lands that brought many 
people to West Texas, some to 
spend their lives there in afflu- 
ence and comfort, some to reside, 
for a time, in wretchedness and 
squalor. 

It was a spiritual desert also, 
when Your young priest, Fr. 
Thomas Rowland, was sent there 
by Bishop Metzger of El Paso. And 
through him, God, Your graces 
began to irrigate the desert of 
men’s souls and hearts. 

There had been a Catholic 
Church there for many decades. 
A missionary erected one, a tiny 
building that is now the rear 
end of a store. Later a wooden 
church replaced it, a large build- 
ing put up one mile east of Bal- 
morhea—a village with many 
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Protestant churches in it. And aj 
rectory was built beside it. 
An Unsheltered Flock 
But the pastors had been few, | 
and none had stayed long with| 
the people. And they had had no) 
time to teach Catechism to the| 
children, or to instill any sort of | 
fervor in their elders. Mission-| 
aries came now and then, to Bal- 
morhea and to Saragosa; but the) 
flocks had no regular shepherd. | 
Ministers of other denominations | 
took advantage of this fact and 
raided the folds. Some motored 
forty or fifty miles every Sunday 
te take the Catholic children into 
alien Sunday Schools and strange 


| 
| 


jreligions. They were kindly men, 


and they had food and money to 
give their humble converts. 

Father Tom discovered that 
the Faith was still alive in the} 
cotton fields; but it was appal-| 
lingly weak. He asked Madonna, 
House to send him traincd Staff| 
Workers. His bishop also request- | 
ed this help; and the lay apostles | 
of ‘(Domus Dominae’—the House | 
of Our Lady—were dispatched as! 
soon as possible. | 

They arrived last September, 
Miss Theresa Davis, local direc-| 
tor, Miss Marilyn Williamson and 
Mr. Joseph Walker, her assistants, | 
and Miss Anne Alternatt, an asso- 
ciate Staff Worker whose princi- 
pal task was to teach a class in| 
the Saragosa school. 

They had been in Texas a little) 
more than four months when 
arrived. I hadn’t expected to see| 
any great accomplishments. What | 
could these few lay people do in 
four months? How could they pos- 
sibly affect the situation? 

First the Library 

The first surprise was the li- 
brary, which occupies a great por- 
tion of the Casa—the former rec- 
tory. Father Tom had moved into 
a stifling little room at the back 
of the church, giving the rectory 
to the lay group; and Theresa had 
converted the place into a beau- 
tiful home, and a wonderful li- 
brary. 

The Staff Workers began their 
work by showing a good example. 


They went to Mass and commu-| 


nion every day. Some _ people 





The Power 
Of Love 


By Rev. E. Briere 











Peace and love grow in a soul 


or an environment where humil-| 


ity is found rooted in faith. For 
humility is the virtue of truth, 
the virtue which reveals to us the 
truth about ourselves. It shows 
us our weaknesses, our limita- 
tions, our nothingness, our need 
for total dependence on God, our 
need for His grace and His sus- 
taining strength. 

A humble man rejoices at the 
sight of his weaknesses and be- 
gins to appreciate the words of 
Christ: “Without me you can do 
nothing.” He begins to rely on) 
that Strength, confident it will| 
never fail. He becomes strong! 
with a Strength that is not his} 
own. He becomes fearless and) 
dauntless in the face of over-| 
whelming difficulties, solidly an-| 
chored in the power of God’s love. | 

A False Peace 

A false peace covers the| 
world, penetrates into families, | 
parishes and convents; for many | 
people equate peace with an ab- 
sence of turmoil. For them it is 
a negative thing. It avoids all un- 
pleasantness, all facing of the 
truth. It wants to leave well 
enough alone. It lets sleeping 
dogs lie. It s satisfied with appar- 
ent order, that superficial coating 
{which so often hides much dis- 


|he is slow to judge and likes to 
‘check his impressions with an- 
other. He likes to work under obe- 
|dience, the greatest. safeguard of 
‘humility. 


(4) Our rationalizations. How 


often do we “do the right thing) his is difficult on the teacher 


for the wrong reason’! and find 
good reasons for doing the wrong 
thing! Afraid to look at our weak- 
ness, to admit our insecurity to 
ourselves or to anybody else, we 
keep busy, we dare not stop our 
work or play. We have explana- 
tions all ready, all kinds of ex- 
planations for our _ behaviour, 
some wrong, some closer to the 
truth, some in accordance with 
reality. That is why the psalmist 
invites us to pray to be delivered 
from “our secret sins”, our secret 
selfishness, that grasping part of 
self of which we may be unaware. 
To love is to give oneself, not only 
one’s talents, one’s work, one’s 
service, but oneself without seek- 
ing a return. That is a high love 
and it can develop only in a per- 
son ‘who is somewhat aware of 
self’s multiple tentacles. 
A Gift From God 

True humility is a gift from 
God, a painful grace; for the sight 
of our misery hurts. We thought 
ourselves to be loving, pleasant, 
dedicated people, and lo and be- 


hold, God, through people and 


pressures, lets us see our resent- 
ments, the coldness of our hearts, 
the smallness of our love. 

This is a grace, a time of 
growth, a grand opportunity. Des- 
olate, shaken, at times terrified, 
let the soul pray for faith and 
;courage, let it look at God, at 


order. True peace may exist in| Christ, let it turn to Our Lady in 
apparent turmoil .. when the | its abyssmal need. She will lead 
contending parties are sincerely us through the valley of humility 
seeking to know the Will of God | to the fair country of peace, of joy 


and committed in their hearts to 
that holy Will. For peace is the 
product ‘of order, of real order; 
and humility is the enemy of dis- 
order. 

“Not peace, but the sword’, 
says the Lord, The sword of truth 
which cuts through the illusions, 
delusions, and oppositions pro- 
duced by selfishness; the infinite 
rationalizations which self throws 
up as so many impregnable walls 
for its own protection. And while 





thought they were crazy. Some|we are busy protecting ourselves, 


,and of love. At first the valley 
\Seems cold, stark, harsh, but 
gradually it turns into a rich and 
pleasant garden. 

To love without seeking a re- 
turn for one’s love, to give our- 
selves without thought of self, 
that is true Caritas whose power 
overcomes evil and spreads God’s 
kingdom upon earth. That is re- 
demptive love, man’s most valu- 
able contribution to God’s glory 
and the salvation of souls, the 
love which moves weak human 





|to teach unwilling pupils and 
|then counsel troubled children 
jand parents whose hopeless and 


|helpless feelings are often mani-| 


| fested in hostile, defiant, indiffer- 
ient attitudes. 


ibecause she is not trained in 
|psycho-therapeutic techniques. 
| Also, the doctor points out, that 
j|many school administrators in- 
sist that it is the schools’ job to 
instill discipline, desire to learn, 
cooperative inter-personal atti- 
| tudes, respect for authority, good 
work habits. He says, “Many 
parents in our society seem to be 
desperately looking to others 
since they seem unable to look to 
themselves, to exercise the parent- 
al roles.” He also says, “‘it is dif- 
|ficult but not impossible in rare 
|individual instances for teachers 
|to assume the parental responsi- 
bilities.” 
Materialism in Germany 

Again, there is a book review in 
TIME magazine (February 15, 
1960) which speaks of the prob- 
lems in West Germany and the 
prosperity that followed the war. 
The reviewer says that the author 
feels that his countryman’s re- 
ligion is materialism and he feels 
that their real measure of success 
is possession. In this book the 
author tries to show that in such 
a society good people can only 
be hurt while the greedy are bliss- 
fully unaware of their own ugli- 
ness. The reviewer says, “There is 
plenty of money and keeping up 
with the Schmidts, has become a 
full time job. The crossness of the 
parents rubs off on the kids; al- 


club membership by family 
wealth, measuring the success of 
ducation by the money spent.” 
The reviewer concludes with this 
sentence, “Much of what the au- 
thor says about the new Ger- 
many may be true, but it could 
with equal truth be said about the 
people of any country and any 
time who want the things that 
{money can buy.” 

| I have selected these two re- 
‘cent ariicles as evidence of the 
symptoms that are affecting fam- 
itv life teday; and when we say 





ready the teenagers are deciding | 





OUR LADY 
OF COMBERMERE 


It has been a long time, this 
waiting for the arrival of Our 
Lady of Combermere’s statue. 

But at long last, we have the 
good news that it is in Canada. 
It arrived at Halifax in March 
and was on the way to Toronto 
at the beginning of April. 

Very soon, after all the Cus- 
tom clearances are organized, 
she will be in Madonna House. 
Our Lady of Combermere! 

We fervently hope she will be 
erected and blessed during her 
own holy month of May. 

As soon as we know the def- 
inite date of the blessing and 
erection, we will advise those of 
our friends who live near enough 
to be able to come for this great 
day of ours. And we will let every- 
body know of this great and 
| joyful occasion through the 
| pages of “Restoration”. 
| She was made by one of the 
|outstanding sculptresses of the 
| hew world, Miss Frances Rich, of 
|Santa Barbara, Calfornia. 
| She has been cast in bronze by 
the expert hands of true Italian 
craftsmen in Florence, Italy. 

She is 6 feet tall. She stands 
poised on a tree stump, her arms 
wide open to welcome sinner and 
saint. 
| Our Lady of Combermere in 
|quest of souls! 
| We have a place for her.. ina 
| beautiful pine grove, facing the 
|blue of the Madawaska, on 
which the Jesuit Martyrs trav- 
elled in search of the souls of 
Indians, the first inhabitants of 
this new world. 

The gentle, hallowed Madawas- 
ka flows by the doorstep of Ma- 
| donna House. 
| Our Lady of Combermere 
gently, quietly, unobtrusively ar- 
|rived at our little village, via 
this river, and so came to Ma- 











called them fanatics. Some people | 
envied them, they seemed so 
happy in everything they did. 
Even going to church made them 
look happy! 

Fr. Tom says three Masses eve- 
ry Sunday. Two at Balmorhea, 
one at Saragosa. At first there 
were only a few Communions, and 
always on Sunday. Seldom were 





beings to accomplish the impos- 
sible, the love which makes ex- 
traordinary the most ordinary 
actions. 


putting up our barriers, striving 
for pleasant situations, disorder 
grows and true peace vanishes. 
Knowledge of self and knowl- 
edge of God have always been 
held in high esteem by spiritual 
writers. They are classical means 
to union with God. The first is the 
product of humility and achieved 
by,examination of conscience; the 


made great by the love of God, 
Our Lady broke into song. We too 


ness and conscious of the wo..- 
ders which God operates in us. 


At the sight of her nothingness, 


can sing her Magnificat when we | 
become conscious of our nothing- 


there more than half a dozen'|second is due to faith and achiev- 
communicants; middle-aged “Lat-|ed by fidelity to mental prayer. 











tin” women. No men. No children. | 
And no communions on week) 
days. 

The people in this part of West 
Texas, Lord, are neither Italians 
nor Englishmen; yet they are 
classed either as “Latins” or as 
“Anglos”. The former do not want 
to be called Mexicans, because) 
they were not born in _ that) 
country, and because they feel 
themselves real Americans. They 
would like to be called Americans; 
but then they would be confused 
with the Anglos; and that would 
never do. The Anglos are white 
people. This is the only part of 
Your earth, Lord, where ‘‘Anglo” 
means white. (I tell You this 
only because of the people look- 
ing at this letter over Your 
shoulder. Now you won’t have to 
explain anything to them.) 

Fifty Cents an Hour! 

Some of the Anglos get along 
all right with the Latins. Others 
regard them as they regard the 
Negroes. Anglo employers pay the 
Latin employees the “standard 
wage’—as little as they can — 
fifty cents an hour. One, however, 
boasts that he paid a certain em- 
ployee sixty cents an hour—but 
that man, he explains, was ex- 
ceptional. : 

The work of the lay apostolate 
began simply, quietly, joyously, 
intelligently, directly. People were 
invited to read the library books; 
were invited to attend daily Mass; 
were invited to come to the old 
rectory, the new Casa, for any- 
thing they needed. A_ clothing 
room was opened. Children were 
taught. Catechism lessons were 
arranged—the first organized ef- 
fort ever made in this region at 
teaching the Catechism to the 
children of Anglos and Latins. 

(Continued on Page Four) ! 





| inadequacies, 


/providing we 


‘the truth, shapes it to its own ad- 
ivantage. It is the enemy of God, 


Daily experience well assessed 
shows to us our weaknesses, our 
our contingency. 
Daily mental prayer reveals to us 
that God is Love, that He is our 
Father, that He is merciful, that 
our misery attracts His Mercy 
acknowledge that 
misery. God “resists the proud”, 
the self-sufficient, for pride twists 


for God is Truth. 
The Painful Truth 

Let us not fear the truth, pain- 
ful as it often is to face. It leads 
to peace, joy and love. It will re- 
veal many things: 

(1) Our need for personal re- 
demption . . a deep realization of 
our personal sinfulness which 
could be atoned for only by 
Christ . . the joy of being redeem- 
ed ... Christ has died for me so 
that I might live and be a son of 
God. 

(2) Our need of other people . . 
a clear appreciation of aH that 
we have received from others all 
through life, all that we are re- 
ceiving daily . .'food, clothing, 
shelter, knowledge, the arts, 
friendship, spiritual help . . we 
cannot live without the constant 
support of the rest of the human 
race. 

(3) Our limitations. How im- 
portant for peaceful living to ap- 
preciate the fact that many of our 
opinions and convictions may be 
wrong, that we often see only one 
side of the picture, that we have 
a strong tendency to judge events, 
situations and people from a very 
subjective point of view. The 
humble man is aware of his limi- 
tations, he judges only when it is 





THE 
FAMILY APOSTOLATE 


By Rev. J. Callahan 











Recently I was reading an ar- 
ticle on the neurosis of school 
teachers written by a Dr. Berlin 
of California. He stated that 
teachers were affected by exter- 
nal stresses and internal stresses. 

He maintains that the external 
stresses for teachers are becom- 
ing more severe and they come 
from the ever larger numbers of 
children with little motivation to 
learn, little curiosity in the world 
about them, and very little ability 
to derive satisfaction from work- 
ing on mastering a_ task. Thus, 
they are being faced in class- 
rooms with growing numbers of 
indifferent children who have 
little desire to learn to read or to 
learn at all. 

This, he states brings about an 
increase in behavior problems 
since there are few, if any, satis- 
factions from learning for these 
children, and since they have not 
been helped by their parents to 
learn to master environmental 
problems by regular, continued 
and studied effort, these children 
feel dissatisfied, disgruntled and 
tense. Consequently, they express 
their feelings in aggressive, hos- 
tile or attention-getting behavior. 


Overburdened Teachers 
Also, the doctor points out, that 


family life, we are particularly re-|donna House. 
ferring to parents. I am not say-| We published the story in Sep- 
ing that all families are suffering|tember 1957 “Restoration”. Some 
from this particular type of|day we hope to publish a pamph- 
trouble, but that there are enough | let—a tiny little pamphlet—about 
families—or parents—who fit in}how Our Lady of Combermere 
this category, that it does present)came to be in Madonna House. . 
a serious problem. Suffice to say, that she came with- 
What is the problem? First, it Out any apparitions — any fan- 
is the corrosion of secularism and| fare, quietly, yet officially—for 
‘materialism, on the family and|her new title, which she must 
the desire for ease, power and| have chosen herself, was duly ap- 
wealth. Secondly, it is a failure| Proved by the Sacred Congrega- 


to accept responsibility in a par- 
|ticular vocation, with the subse- 
iquent desire to place this 
|responsibility on others. 
Family Movements 

| There are many facets and fac- 
{tors that affect parents today. 
|Because there are so many, often- 
ltimes they feel confused in the 
midst of so many recommenda- 
| tions of things to do and of things 
not to do, but there are methods 
and means at 


to assist them if their efforts are 
sincerely directed to making a 
better spirit in the home. If this 
becomes a cause of concern for 
mother and father and the occa- 
sion for sincere discussion be- 
tween them; if they are willing to 
meet in small groups with other 
Catholic parents for sincere ap- 
praisal, encouragement and con- 
structive action such as is evi- 
denced in the Christian Family 
Movement; if they are willing to 
read, quietly and peacefully even 
at the cost of some of their social 
life—then they will find slowly 
and surely, way after way, of 
gradually surely, and effectively 
creating and maintaining a 
stable, satisfying family life. 
This may mean sacrifice but 
they can remember that when 
they stood before the altar to 
exchange their married vows, the 
priest said to them, “Sacrifce is 
usually difficult and irksome and 
only love can make it a joy.” And 
St. John:of the Cross said, ‘“Where 
there is no love, put love and you 
will find love.” One of the founda- 





many teachers are being asked} 
now to counsel disturbed chil- 


dren and their parents. This is an-| 





his duty to do $0, and even then 


other burden. They must attempt 


| and father. 


tion stones of the family aposto- 


of husband and wife, of mother 


hand that are) 
simple and homey that are able| 


}tion of Rites, and registered in 
|Rome—adding one more humble 
| title to the endless litany of those 
|she already has. 

| We don’t ask her why she came 
| —or how? We just rejoice that 
she will be here in May. And we 
know that those whom she wants 
to meet under that title, will come 
‘in a pilgrimage of love to meet 
| her. 

May will be a glorious month 
‘for us. Our Lady of Combermere 
| will come to dwell with us on the 
_ blue shores of the Madawaska— 
junder age-old pines. Our Lady 
of Combermere — questing for 
souls! A reminder to each of us— 
humble lay apostles—that that 
too is our vocation. 


Te Absolvo 














“TE ABSOLVO”. It is my love 
Who says these words, 
Bringing consolation 

To the souls of men. 


“TE ABSOLVO”. My consolation 
That He is there 

To whisper later: 

“Go in peace; God Bless you.” 


“TE ABSOLVO”. Powerful, 
Peaceful words of Grace. 

|The lips of Christ give joy 
‘And hope to others and to me. 


‘Hush! My heart. Since 





|late is in very truth the basic love| He is there and 


‘I am here, in freedom 
'Can he say: “TE ABSOLVO”! 
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He has risen! 


to be! 


arenas witness the 


flaming faith. 


WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! Christ is risen! Verily 
How like the first Easter, this Easter of 1960 seems 


Now, as then, He appears to a small group before 
His Ascension. For the number of the faithful, in this 
year of grace 1960, is both expanding and shrinking. 
New worlds that lay dormant—Asia and Africa—are 
arising. New giants. To these lands modern apostles— 
priestly, religious and lay—will have to go, even as the 
apostles had to go into unbelieving pagan worlds, to 
show them the living Christ, the Redeemer, the Con- 
queror of Death, the Tremendous Lover. 


Now, as then, millions of people do not know Him at 
all. Even though yesterday, they professed to believe 
in Him—today they deny Him, as Peter did,—we hope 
only momentarily. There, behind the Iron Curtains, 
Christ must be preached again . 
way. And love must find a way to do so. 


Now, as then, martyrs are witnessing to Him—be- 
hind the bamboo curtains where the roaring Chinese 
giant is embracing a God-less creed; where hidden 
re-enactment of Nero’s days; 
where Christians die for-the love of God. 


Alleluia! Alleluia! Christ is risen! 
risen! Now, as then, we must show Him to our fellow 
countrymen in the free world democracies that pro- 
fess to believe in Him, and yet 
Apostle, are besieged by doubts and temptations. 


Yes, to them, we must show the wounds of Christ 
in our lives . . in our love. . in our service . . . so they 
might touch them, and once again believe with a 


Yes, now and then are very similar—as to historic 
backgrounds. Tragically so, after one-thousand nine- 
hundred and sixty years of Christianity! 


And even as we sing, with heart, mind and soul, 
the joyous alleluias of Easter—let us be sure that 
all that Easter Sunday stands for, we bring to the 
Market Places of our disturbed and sorrowful world. 


So that indeed Christ’s suffering and resurrection, 
might not be in vain for us. We who believe in Him, 
who love Him, must now arise and go to preach His 
glad tidings . . . His gospel . . to all nations. 


Unless we do so in our daily ordinary lives, we 
shall know the catacombs. 


Though that might be tragically sorrowful, it will 
not be as sorrowful nor as tragic as the fact that 
because we failed in this, other men have not seen the 
face of the risen Christ. 


Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! Christ is verily risen! 
Let us arise—and proclaim those glad tidings—of love 
and life—in a loud voice, and with louder deeds, 
wherever we happen to be. . 


. somehow. Some 


Verily He is 


like Thomas, the 
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School For 
The Laity 


The Serra School of Theology 
for laymen will be in session at 
Quincy College, June 20 to July 
29. The sponsor is the Serra Acad- 
emy, with headquarters at Quincy 
College, Quincy, Illinois. 

Mr. Harold J. Zabsky, Registrar 
says, “The summer theology ses- 
sions will offer not only doctrinal 
courses for laymen but also exer- 
cises and round-table discussions 
on how to integrate religion with 
teaching and their daily lives.” 

During each of the three sum- 
mers required to complete the 
program, there will be a four-cred- 
it hour course in doctrinal the- 
ology and a two-credit hour 
course in integration. The School 
was founded in Octber, 1959. Ser- 
ra Academy, was founded by a 
group of Catholic laymen and lay- 
women for the purpose of bring- 























ing together those Catholic lead- 
ers, especially lay teachers. 


Eddies of 1960 


By Eddie Doherty 











Whoever let the cat into the 
church can come out of his hiding 
place. Nobody is looking for him. 
Not even the indignant woman 1n 
the congregation. And certainly 
not the priest. Nobody even wants 
to know who he is or what 
prompted him to do such a thing. 

It was a small wooden church 
in a small Texas community; and 
the priest was saying an evening 
Mass, when the animal made his 
entrance. He went right up on the 
altar and rubbed his small gray 
body against the priest’s right 
ankle. He looked strange there, 
with the violet chasuble above 
him. He looked scandalously out 
of place. Or so thought the wo- 
man who sat close by me. Not too 
close, but not so far that I 
couldn’t hear her whispers. 

The Shameless One 

She was a middle aged woman, 
and she spoke spanish. I don’t 
know the language well enough 
to catch every word, but some- 
times I get the gist of it. I had no 
trouble understanding her. God 
would surely punish the blas- 
pheming thief and murderer, the 
bandido, the shameless one, the 





priest hater who had committed 
ithis unthinkable sacrilege. 

Her fury grew as she saw that 
neither the priest nor his altar 
boy made any move to remove the 
cat. El gato might not have been 
there at all for all they seemed to 
care. They allowed it to rub its 
furry side now against the priest’s 
right leg, now his left or to slith- 
er slowly between the two in or- 
der to get both sides rubbed at 
once. 

She smoldered helplessly for 
some little time, hissing at some 
of her neighbors to draw their at- 
tention to the abominable thing 
happening on the altar; then she 
summoned a small boy and bade 
him seize the cat and carry it out- 
side. 

There were many boys and girls 
in the church that evening. Some 
were preparing for their First 
Holy Communion. Some had 
made their First Holy Confession. 
All had learned some of _ the 
responses, and they shouted them 
aloud, with gusto, especially the 
“et cum spiritu tuo!” 

Cat Accepted 

They sang aloud too, at the of- 
fertory. They enjoyed the Mass, 
and the part the priest had allot- 
ted to them. They seemed to be 
engrossed in it. They had seen the 
cat, had watched it for a mo- 
ment, had accepted it, and had 
forgotten it. The woman’s whis- 
per to Manuel disturbed them. 
They turned around. Manuel was 
embarrassed by their stares. He 
smiled. He giggled. Some of the 
little girls giggled. Manuel is a 
handsome little boy. 

Manuel went down the side 
aisle on the left, or gospel, side 
of the church, up a few steps, and 
into a small box-like room that 
serves as a sacristy. He came out 
of this almost to the altar steps, 
beckoning to El gato with a sol- 
emn finger. El gato turned his 
back scornfully, and wandered 
from the priest to the altar boy. 

Manuel smiled as he saw the 
altar boy reach for the animal. 
Then he looked surprised, for all 
the altar boy did was to touch the 
cat lightly. It was almost as 
though he had petted it! Right 
there in front of God and Mary 


and all the holy saints and 
angels! 
Manuel retreated, hastily, 


clumsily. He almost fell back- 
wards down the stairs. He did not 
report to the smoldering lady. He 
shoved himself into one of the 
front pews and pretended no- 
thing had happened. But the 
smoldering lady was not balked. 
Not yet. And by this time there 
were other smoldering ladies in 
the congregation. 
Cat Won’t Scat 

One sent another small boy 
cautiously up the right, or epistle 
aisle of the church, with instruc- 
tions to bring the animal back 
alive. He went like a mouse in 
search of big game. He too went 
up a few steps, into a little room 
to the right of the altar. But 
hardly had he gone through the 
door than he came hurrying back. 
And he too almost fell backward 
down the stairs. 

“It is the devil’, the smoldering 
lady said. “‘“See how he repels the 
innocent! See how he has charm- 
ed the altar boy! See how he has 
blinded the poor priest!” 

She called another boy, and 
sent him up the center aisle. But 
he never got to the first step. The 
priest was raising the Host on 
high, and the boy must kneel. The 
cat lifted his head and looked up- 
ward, and then wedged his body 
between the altar and the priest. 
The boy sent to capture him 
found a place in a nearby pew, 
and surrendered. 











No more attempts were made 
against the unwelcome beast. The 
priest gave the congregation — 
and the cat—his solemn blessing, 
and read the last gospel. Then, 
holding the covered chalice in his 
hands, he made a little talk to 
the children. 

“Now boys and girls”, he said, 
“you have seen something beau- 
tiful and rare. You have seen a 
cat come into the church and go 
right to the altar, and stay there. 
Do you suppose he wanted to be 
near to Jesus?” 

Loving Animals 
A dozen children raised their 


hands. The _ priest smiled at a 
little girl. “What do you say, 
Theresa?” 


“Yes, Father. He wanted to be 
close to Jesus on the altar.” 

“Good. Now tell me. Does any 
boy or girl here know any other 
animal that was close to Jesus in 
his life time?” 

One boy raised two hands at 
this and shook them vigorously. 

“All right, Jose. You tell me.” 

“Camels”, Jose said triumph- 
antly. 

“Good. Now can anybody tell 
me who came to see Jesus on 
those camels? Not you, Jose! You, 
Ernesto.” 

“The wise men’, Ernesto said. 

“Good. So we know that camels 
once came close to Jesus. Now, 
what other animals—does “any- 
body remember what animals 
Jesus saw in Bethlehem?” 

“A horse’, one boy hazarded, 
not quite sure he was right. 

“A cow’, said another, also du- 
bious about his guess. 

“I guess you children never saw 
an ox or a donkey”, the priest 
said, “so we'll say a horse and 
a cow. Now, tell me, did you ob- 
serve how the cat behaved himself 
on the altar? He was very quiet, 
wasn’t he? He never said a word. 

A Good Cat 

“I’m afraid he was a lot quiet- 
er than some of you boys and 
girls, during Mass. Maybe he was 
sent here to show you how little 
boys and girls should act at the 
sacrifice of the body and blood of 
Jesus. Now a cat can’t answer the 
priest at Mass, can he? Of course 
nat. Imagine a cay saying ‘et 
cum spiritu tuo’. But he can be 
reverent. He can be close to Jesus. 
Or can he? What do you think? 
And do you think Jesus likes this 
cat that wanted to be close to 
Him at the altar?” 

A score or more of arms waved 
and twitched, eager to assure the 
priest the children thought so. 

“But he loves little boys and 
girls much much more,” the 
priest said. “And He wants you 
to come and see Him as often as 
you can.” 

The church emptied after the 
priest went into the sacristy. The 
cat wandered down the center 
aisle. The smoldering lady caught 
is in her rough brown hands. I 
was afraid she was going to pun- 
ish it. She didn’t. She merely talk- 
ed to it. 

I didn’t catch all she said. Her 
Spanish was much too quick, I 
only got the gist of it. She was 
asking el gato’s pardon; and she 
was begging it to come and live 
with her. 


The Value 
Of Words 


By Jose de Vinck 














Words are all around us, in 
print or speech, and every one of 
cur thoughts is made or at least 
expressed by means of them. We 
are full of words as a tree in the 
spring is full of leaves yet un- 
developed. Good words and bad 
words, praise words and curse 
words, prayer words and pride 
words, sinner words and_ saint 
words, they flutter around us as 
long as we live. We can never 
escape from them, for we are not 
permited to cut ourselves away 
from the truth, and truth must 
be said, and saying is by means 
of words, and so we must be the 
bearers of he words of truth. 
Silenc is not wordless, for then 
it would be death. Silence is a 
statee of listening to words, a 
peaceful selection of the words 
worth hearing, the words that 
endlessly sing God’s__ glory. 
Silence is attention to the 
words of God in the Carthusian 
garden of our soul: A garden en- 
closed, walled to sin but opened to 
grace: open heavenward to the 
angels’ songs, to the eternal al- 
leluia we hope one day to share. 
In this garden of silence, words 
come to bloom under the breath 
of the Spirit of Life: words of pow- 
er, words of healing, words of love. 
And if we be true to the gifts of 
this spirit, there will grow in the 
midst of our garden of words the 
Word of words, the Tree of Life, 
the Utterance of the Father Al- 
mighty, our Lord and God and 
Saviour Jesus Christ, Who lives 
and reigns in union with the 
Father and the Holy Spirit, now 
and always and forever and ever. 
Amen! Amen! 


Journey Inward 


By Catherine Doherty 











As stated in another article in 
this issue of ‘Restoration’, we 
expect our Lady of Combermere 
to be installed on the grounds of 
Madonna House during this glori- 
ous month of May. 

We hope to have it blessed and 
consecrated by our good and 
saintly Bishop, Most Reverend 
William J. Smith of Pembroke, 
and we hope that many of our 
friends will come to that glorious 
ceremony! 

Long ago and far away, when 
Our Lady of Combermere was as 
vet in the mind of that wonder- 
ful sculptress who made finally 
the statue, Miss Frances Rich, of 
Santa Barbara, California, I be- 
gan meditating on her. Way back 
in °53 I think it was, or maybe a 
year or so later. And I wrote a 
little poem on my meditation. She 
seemed to be Our Lady of Com- 
bermere and of the “Dancing 
Stars”’. 

Lady of Dancing Stars 

Our Lady of the Waters . . and 
Our Lady of the Wilderness. I 
wrote my meditation in the form 
of a poem, which in this glorious 


}to share with you, dear friends 

| who have contributed so much of 

your prayer and substance to her 

arrival at Combermere. 

Behold the Lady of the Dancing 
Stars, 

And of the Wilderness, and of the 
Waters, 

And Lady of Combermere. 


The sign is now! 

Why hidden, why seen by so few? 

What is the meaning of it all? 

What does it foreshadow, 

If anything at all? 

Who will believe it? 

And why? 

Our Lady of the Dancing Stars 

Because the world is lost 

And new stars must lead 

The soul of men 

To Bethlehem, 

Through Her to Her Son. 

This is the Age of Mary, 

And Mary was first found 

Through a star. 

They came through the star 

To the Woman— 

Shepherds and Magi and such; 

And the stars, they dance 

Because only stars 

And a few holy souls 

Know the joys She brings. 

And so they dance to show 

That if only the soul of men 

Follow them 

They will know all things 

That they seek in the darkness 

And cannot find. 

They must turn around 

And not go away from the danc- 
ing stars 

And the Lady of Light 

Who stands on them. 

They won’t find in the darkness, 

Peace or Joy, 

For all that they seek 

Reside in Her. 

The stars know this 

So they dance 

And they dance to show all these 
things 

To men 

ak ry faces are turned toward 

er 

And lifted up high toward the sky. 

That is the why of 

The dancing stars. 

Why the waters? 

Why Our Lady of Waters? 

That is simple. 

Never before, since man was born 

Did the foe blow so hard 

On the sea of life 

Nor make its waves so high 

Nor its depths so stormy! 

Who but the Lady of the Blue 
Waters 

Could calm them? 

Did not Her Son walk on them? 

You want to be able 

To weather the storm? 

Turn to Mary, 

Lady of the waters, 

And the sea of your life 

Will be calm, 

For the foe 

Can not blow 

Anything up 

Where She walks. 


, 


Wilderness. 

Why our Lady of the Wilderness? 

What other title can She have 

In these days of sorrow and strife? 

Behold and see—the wilderness 

Wherever you look, it is there 

In the souls of men. 

The world is a wilderness 

Filled with the noise of the devil 

Like a roaring lion 

Going about seeking 

Whom he might devour. 

What would you call 

London, Paris, New York, Hong 
Kong, 

Bombay, Petrograd, Leningrad, 
Moscow, Berlin, but a wilder- 
ness 

Worse than any wilderness of the 
* wilds? 

And who can hew the wilderness 
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|Back to peace? — 


Who can make it cease 

To choke the life 

Out of the souls of men 

And bring back peace 

In which man can live 

As God meant him to live, 

In love with Himself and his 
neighbor, 

Who but Our Lady of the Wilder- 
ness! 

Behold then the the 
Dancing Stars, 

And of the Wilderness, and of the 
waters, 

Our Lady of Combermere! 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


Father Paul Bechard preached 
the Annual Retreat to twenty-one 
members of Madonna House. 
Three of this group pronounced 
their first Promises of Poverty, 
Chastity, and Obedience, on Holy 
Thursday; while many more re- 
newed them. ~ 

Staff Worker Dick Parker was 
transferred from Portland, Ore- 
gon, to Marian Centre in Edmon- 
ton, Alberta; and Staffer Joe Ho- 
gan was appointed to Portland. 
While there he will do studies on 
Sociology at the University of 


Lady of 














and timely month of May I want} 


Portland. Staffer Elsie Whitty, 
;Our nurse, has been appointed to 
go to Great Britain for a special 


;course in Midwifery. Staffer Ron- 
nie MacDonnell took a course on 
Animal Husbandry at Guelph, 
Ontario. 

Eddie Doherty arrived back 
from Texas, Father Callahan 
from Alabama, and Catherine Do- 
herty from lecturing in the Unit- 
ed States, (including St. Mary’s 
Seminary in Baltimore, and the 
good Trappist Fathers at Berry- 
ville, Virginia)—all on the same 
day, by happy coincidence, and 
for us, a happy reunion! 


of Nelson, B.C., spent a pleasant 
weekend with us, and we were 
greatly encouraged by his excel- 
lent talk on the Lay Apostolate. 

We have been able to purchase 
some of our farm equipment due 
to the kindness of friends,- who 
responded to our appeal in 
Restoration. 

Now that we know that the 
statue of Our Lady of Comber- 
mere is in Canada, we hope that 
we can report that this lovely 
statue was formally erected and 
blessed in this month of May, the 
month of our Lady. 








Wondering ? 


Are you a single young 
man .. or a young woman? 

Are you wondering where 
you will spend your vacation 
_and how? 

Looking for 
new . . different? 

Why not write to the reg- 
istrar of the Summer School 
of the Lay Apostolate, Ma- 
donna House, Combermere, 
Ontario, Canada—and : find 
out about a different, inter- 
esting vacation? 


something 








FAMILY VACATION 


Are you married? Have you 
got one or one dozen children 
. or any number in be- 
tween? Wondering how to 
have a family vacation to- 
gether? Worrying about 
budgets and such? 

Write the Registrar of the 
Cana Colony Madonna 
House, Combermere, Ontario 
and find out about a new, 
unusual, Catholic Family 
Vacation. 














His Excellency, Bishop Doyle, 
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A Crucifix 
Of Fog 


By Catherine Doherty 











I have just returned from a 
four week lecture trip which took 
me across Canada and the U.S.A. 
I had the privilege of lecturing to 
Seminarians, Trappists, lay 
people, parish groups, youth 


groups. I travelled by train, plane} 


and car. . meeting many, many 
people—and listening to many 
more. 

Perhaps, because it was Lent 
or because, after thirty years 
in the Lay Apostolate, I have 
become a little more _ sensi- 
tive to the spirit of man . . or be- 
cause now and then I indulge 
in writing poetry. . . and a poet, 
even such a poor one as myself, 
often sees things in figures and 


|man here from Maryland I think, 
| darkening his skin and going 
|forth on a strange assignment. . 
to write up what happens to a 
Negro who travels from Baltimore 
to Florida. 

I haven’t read his articles, but 
I have heard them discussed in 
many places. He was prepared to 
meet segregation in restaurants; 
in rest rooms, and in sleeping ac- 
commodations; but seemingly he 
was not prepared for what was 
happening to him in a second-rate 
motel when he was trying to sleep 
in a not too comfortable bed. The 
loneliness that slept with him he 
had never known before. The 
sharp pain of being cut off from 
the brotherhood oi men! The flag- 
elation of words, the withdrawn- 
ness that he sensed. The hot deep 
anger that rose in his soul... 
the strange fears thai came ito 
dwell with him. For these he was 
not at all prepared. 

Color Blindness 

The mist and the fog again 
grew denser. And once more it 
seemed to me, Christ moaned 


symbols . . . I could not get rid 
of the thought that in this year 
of 1960, Christ is Crucified on fog 
and mist . . not on wood . 
Fog of Confusion 

Yet somehow, it seemed to me 
for those weeks of endless travel- 
ling and speaking, that this cruci- 
fixion somehow was even more} 


One night I prayed that Amer- 
ica should become blind . . to- 
tally, utterly blind . . every man, 
woman and child—BLIND .. 
COLOR BLIND. Able to see only 
the face of Christ, crucified on 
the fog and mist of indifference, 
complacency and heresy, as well 

. {as mediocrity . . . and seeing His 
painful than the one He under-| 5. undatand that every 
went one-thousand-nine-hundred enan reflacts Bis face. That Fe ro- 
— a ye +. f fusion flects the color of every man’s 

gi bps Mg diffe usIOn| face. That all colors blend into 
- . + complacency . . inclilerence.| tris face, and there is no barrier 
The mist blended so well with the Gf cilor anymore. b Christ 
fog that one could not tell them| .. eget gg tg fe 

8 died at three o’clock on a Friday, 


apart, except that now and then| 4.6 thousand, nine-hundred and 
the mist cleared a little, while the sixty years ago for men of all 


fog didn’t. The mist was made of}, 

the deeply embedded heresies of kinds and all CONOFS. . 

Jansenism, Materialism, and|, There were rifts in the mist and 
the fog, and it seemed to me that 


Puritansm. Streaks of fear, ap- : : 
prehension, anxiety and tensions|People were weeping at the foot 
—made both fog and mist more of Christ’s cross. . throngs of 
rigid and more hard than wood.|them. There were hands stretch- 
Christ seemed to hang on that|€d out to give Him cool, clear, 
mist and on that fog. They made|/impid waters to drnk. There were 
a crucifix that was immense, that|People climbing ladders to hold 
his thorn-crowned head on their 





.|that person can be developed to 





| Trees | 


| Aint Green 


By Sally Murphy 











Marian Centre, Edmonton, Al- 
berta—Directors have a hard job. 
Besides the responsibility of run- 
ining a house of our apostolate, 
‘with its many calls on patience, 
diplomacy, financial and practi- 
‘cal know-how and just plain all- 
‘around endurance, the Director 
|is also responsible for the spiri- 
‘tual, physical and mental well- 
|being of every member of the 
Stafi. From the vantage point of 
a member of the Staff, I would 
say that the second half of this 
job is probably the hardest. For 
We are nev always an easy bunch 
to figure out. 

Besides seeing that we take our 
daily vitamin pill, keeping us on 
the ball spiritually, and seeing 
that our practical service of God 
is the best that we can give, the 
Director also has to observe each 
individual and decide just how 











‘his or her capacity—become a 
“whole person”. This involves lo- 
icating any latent talents, and 
finding time somewhere to devote | 
to their development. 

Rose, for Example 

Sometimes these talents are so 
latent nobody can see them ex- 
lcept the Director. Then one 
spends a few hours a week de- 
veloping a skill, learning some- 
thing new, or indulging in some 
form of art or handicraft. 

Rose, our cook, for example, is| 
going toaspeech class at the Uni- 
versity once a week. When she 
first started this class we were 
wondering when the speech was} 
going to enter the course. One day | 
I passed her in the hall. She seem- 
ed to be concentrating on some- 
thing straight ahead of her, and 
I noticed she was’ walking 
\strangely. She would take two) 








igins are closed. 


But they are not green. Look 
closely next time you pass a tree. 
Some colors are taboo entirely. 
Black, for instance. Nothing is 
black. Nothing. It might have 
blue in it, or green, or red. Look 
closely next time you pass some- 
thing black. 

Recently I decided that I would 
like to paint Mary Beth’s picture. 
I mentioned this to Miss Mercier. 
She smiled a slow, faint, smile. 
“So you think you are ready to 
paint portraits, eh?” “Well, er . .| 
the person just sits there and! 
you .. sort of .. . paint the pic- 
ture, don’t you?” The smile grew 
wider. “Stick to fruit,’ she ad- 
vised. “It’s always there — you 
don’t have to look around and ar- 
range times for it to come and 
sit for you. Besides portraits are 
not as easy as you think. Go get 
some fruit and a bowl and we 
will begin.” 

Directors are so busy seeing 
that other people get a chance to 
express themselves that they 
don’t have time for any hobby of 
their own. 

owe their hobby is watching 
us! 








Poverty 
In Rich Texas 


By Theresa Davis 











Disease, starvation, misery, and | 
death stalk the little parish in) 
Saragosa, Texas. A nine month| 
old baby boy died this morning of | 
malnutrition. A three month old | 
baby girl is weakly clinging to life} 
in an oxygen tent. Pneumonia 
and malnutrition. Why? More 
than half the town is jobless. The 
cotton-picking season is over, the 
No work, no 
money, no heat, no food. These 
are the conditions that exist in 
our little town in rich Texas. 

The three-month old baby girl 
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Our Lady’s Time 

On Ash Wednesday they al- 
most shook the visiting bishop 
and his assistants off their nrie- 
dieus with their thundering) 
resnonses. 

Thev relate evervthine to God 
They bring their problems to the 
Catechism teachers and Ann Al- 
termatt, who teaches Grade Three 
in their school, then say a praver| 
that God will take care of the 
matter. 

God will take care of them. 
And so will Our Lady. Our Lady 





A CROSS 
FOR COMBERMERE 


A CROSS FOR COMBERMERE 

Over a year ago, Mr. Neil Hick- 
ey of the Rochester, New York, 
office of the Division of Vocation- 
al Rehabilitation saw a picture of 
a crucifix made by Mr. Stephen 
loves them with a special love. In Ste wees cactieulnet straok OF Ia 
=e] yoo mi <0 paces athe beauty of the Christ-figure and 
hear eitidie.|when he learned that the artist 
hearts of even the most prejudic-| ad been working in connection 
oe eer |with the Buffalo office of the Di- 
vision of Vocational Rehabilita- 
tion, he contacted Mr. Anthony 
Starr head of that division to in- 
quire about this crucifix. He felt 
it would enhance any chapel or 
shrine at Madonna House. 

This was Neil’s intention—but 
death intervened on June 29, 


“IT know that these are days of | 1959. 














“The Christian Layman” 


By Richard Cardinal Cushing 














| His interest was carried on by 





what is called religious revival, 
that everywhere the churches are 
crowded and works of piety seem 
to abound . . If we see ourselves 
in true humility, we should be 
prepared to admit that we have 
too often become preoccupied 
with statistics, and that we have 
too often tried to measure in 
percentages the gifts of divine 
love and grace .. I strongly urge 
that the full implications of the 
doctrine of the Mystical Body of 
Christ be taught by our priests 
and discussed in our Confrater- 
nity sessions . . The need for a 
zealous and informed laity is so 
central to our concerns today 
that I cannot too much emphasize 
its importance. The shepherd 
must lead, but he can lead more 
effectively when his followers 
know where and why. 

“The Christian layman must 
understand nimself as a member 
of a community. The Church is 
a praying community. The new 
impetus given just 
death by our late Holy Father, 


before his 


/his widow, Noreen Callahan Hick- 
‘ey. She desired to obtain the cru- 
|cifix as a memorial for her hus- 
‘band, and to find in Madonna 
House a fitting repository for this 
cross. She contacted Mr. Starr, 
and Father Callahan—who assur- 
ed her Madonna House would wel- 
come any such artistic reproduc- 
tion of the Crucified One. 

Mr. Starr replied that the art- 
ist, Mr. Jonak, was willing to do- 
nate the cross. But he pointed out, 
inasmuch as the corpus was made 
of balsa wood, and finished in 
quite a realistic form, it Should 
be housed in a chapel rather 
than a wayside shrine where it 
might suffer damage from the 
elements. 
| Last Autumn, Mr. Joseph Cush- 
ing of Toronto, visiting Madon- 
‘na House, mentioned the fact that 
|he had to go to Buffalo on busi- 
iness. Father Callahan asked him 
|if he would contact Mr. Starr and 


..|Mr. Jonak and arrange to bring 


{this large crucifix, four feet by 


stretched Him out beyond endur- : : gel : 
. ’ ance. breasts, to kiss His -bleeding| steps forward, and then sort of|has four brothers and sisters, all! oo. x7 to an informed liturgi.| Seven feet, back to Canada. Mr. 
, A drop of His precious blood | hands. take half a step and lean back-/UNder seven years old, ep! ine cal life in the Church should CUShing very glady consented to 


There were others. . desirous, 
ready, and willing to be crucified 
on the other side of His strange 
cross. There were some who were 
laying down their lives at His feet, 


stained the mist and fog with a 
vivid red that stood out against 
its moving, yet never changing, 
cruciformity. 

It seemed to me that men were 


using hammers, the hammers of 
their wills and emotions, to break 


with smiles on their lips and joy 
in their hearts. There were par- 


wards. Her right hand was on her | 
left shoulder and her left arm was! 
stretched out behind her. | 

“Whatcha doin’, Rosie?” I in-| 
quired. “It’s the Greek walk.| 
Have to practice it for next week’s| 
class.” She Greek-walked past me) 


one-roomed, unheated 
house. The father has been out| 
of work for five months. His rela-| 
tives and neighbors have been} 
supplying the family with food, | 
but they too are in the clutches 
of starvation. They have been} 
eating boiled spaghetti. Beans, | 


bring our priests and laity to a 
renewed sense of their unity in 
Christ, never better expressed 
than before the altar at Holy 
Mass. With an understanding of 


undertake this errand. 


what it means truly to pray to-| 
gether, we shall have a conscious-| 


1 h the First Commandment into little |ents who guided their children to-|and down the stairs. Another) ness of the relevance of religion| 


|the usual diet, with all its pro- 








pieces, For they professed to wor- 
ship God, yet were worshippers of 
Mammon. Perhaps not as man- 
kind worshipped in the old days, by 
pouring their gold and silver into 


ward Him. There were youths 
thronging Seminaries, their eyes 
filled with holy dreams. There 
were Trappists, living in the cells 
of their silence, yet lifting their 








night I walked into the room we 
share, only to be greeted by Rose 
sitting in a chair and _ looking 
straight at me. “Out,” she said 
“Owt. Cowt.” “Why can’t I come 








iteins, is too dear. 
nurses her baby, but she has little| Of Our interests, at home, at our| 


The mother 
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throughout the entire spectrum 


work, in all our contacts. We 
must be men of collective prayer 
and not merely of isolated 
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Mrs. Catherine Doherty and the Rev. Fr. John T, Callahan, Directors General of the Madonna House 
Pious Union, were among the representatives of Secular Institutes who met in Edmonton, at Marian Centre, 
under the direction of the Most Rev. John H. MacDonald, Archbishop of Edmonton, Alta., and the Most Rev. 
Anthony Jordan, O.MI., coadjutor Archbishop. Speakers at the conference, shown in the front row, left to 
right, are Miss Dorothy Phillips, local director of Marian Centre, Miss Bernice Carr, Oblate Missionaries of 
the Immaculate, Mrs. Doherty, Archbishop Jordan, Archbishop MacDonald, Father Callahan, Miss Ludwina 
Dornin, Maria Annunciata Institute, Calgary, and Mr. Paul Coutu, Voluntas Dei Institute. 








Northern 
Lights 


\ 
By Fr. Eugene Cullinane 











Northern Lights! They are most 
visible and brilliant when there 
is no moon, and the sky is very 
dark. 

Moccasin Flats are on the rim of 
Whitehorse near the Yukon River. 
A shambles of shacks, scattered 
helter-skelter, nestled in clusters 
—or sometimes alone, in isola- 
tion. ‘ 

In winter the snow covers and 
conceals the junk, the filth, the 
tin cans and broken whisky bot- 
tles, but not the broken lives, ne- 
glected children, drunken par- 
ents, nor the plight of the natives, 
so many of whom live in spiritual 
night, emotional chaos, loveless 
squalor and confusion. 

A drab, unpainted one-room 
shack, and Mamie and I walking 
towards it on a cold, grey day in 
March. Why? 

Another emergency. Another) 
crisis. A frantic call to Maryhouse 
from a devoted social worker. A 
plea for help, for something CON- 
STRUCTIVE to be done. Six 
children, ages 13 to 1. The two 
oldest boys living “like rats” (as 
a Mountie put it) in abandoned 
trucks or barracks. Stealing to 
keep alive. Rebellious. Hostile. 
Mad at the world. Truant. De- 
linquent. 

Wonderful boys. And bright. 
Nothing wrong with them except 
they have not known the tender 
heart, or the devoted hands, or 
the strong arm of LOVE. 

For the past three years one 
Mountie has spent a considerable 
amount of his time “chasing 
those kids”. So I was told at the 
headquarters of the R.C.M.P. 

I was inside another shack last 
week. It was because my phone 
had rung. The voice of a woman— 
a familiar voice—spoke, but out 
of some kind of tomb, or in a 
deathlike agony. ‘Father, all I 
want is that you come and pray 
with me.” A soul in torment, suf- 
fering and enduring the pain of 
Christ. 

I shall never forget the bloody 
face—blood from the blow of a 
man. Nor shall I ever cease to feel 
the sword that pierced her heart 
. . Which somehow to me is the 
beautiful native heart of the 
whole Yukon . . the Heart of Our 
Lady of the Yukon. 

The white intruders have called 
these women “squaws”, have used 
them and abused them. It is a 
hideous form of slavery—animal- 
Istic and even diabolical. It is 
loveless, and full of lust. 

And the owners of the taverns 
are getting rich. 

And Main Street has been pav- 
ed. 

And Maryhouse continues to 
open its doors and its heart to 
all who come—at any hour of the 
cay... 


OR NIGHT. 





Family and Politics 


Pat and Patty Crowley of 
the Christian Family Move- 
ment in Chicago, announce 
the publication of a pamph- 
let “Family and Politics”, 
which contains a number of 
articles on “political respon- 
sibility”. It can be obtained 
for 75 cents a copy, from the 
C.F.M. coordinating Commit- 
tee, Room 2010, 100 West 
Monroe St., Chicago. 











LOVE LETTER 
| (Continued from Page One) 
Today the church in Balmorhea 
|is comfortably filled at both Mas- 
|ses; and the little church in Sara- 
gosa is crowded. That is, on Sun- 
day. At the daily Masses in Bal- 


morhea there may be twenty or| 


more; but then these Masses are 
|held at 6 o’clock in the evening, 


|when most of the people are at 
\dinner. Still there are usually a 


dozen or more people at Com- 
munion. At the children’s Mass, 
however, held in the Catechetical 
Centre of Christ the King, some 
little distance from the church, at 
4 o’clock every Thursday, You will 
find, sometimes, as many as 
eighty people — most of them 
children. 

One night the church in Bal- 
morhea was so crowded people 
had to stand near the door—this 
after extra benches had _ been 
brought in by Joe Walker and a 
number of volunteers. 

Latins and Anglos 

Each of the four lay people 
taught Catechism. There were 
twenty-five classes a week. It was 
astonishing to see the Latin and 
Anglo children rushing together 
to these Catechism lessons. It 
was even more astonishing to see 
the Latin boys and girls in Sara- 
gosa tearing across the fields 
when the bell rang for Mass at 
5:15 every evening. One would 
think they were running towards 
a fire! A Catechism class is a 
love feast! So is a Mass! 

Children who never were con- 
sidered bright in school suddenly 
wanted to study the Missal, to 
learn all the Latin prayers by 
heart. Now they answer the words 
of the priest, during the Mass. 
They love especially the “et cum 
spiritu. tuo“. They shout that 
loudly. In triumph. In love. In 
great joy. It comes like a battle 
cry. It startled Bishop Metzger 
and his assistants one afternoon 
when they dropped into the 
church for a visit. And they love 
to say the Hail Mary in English. 
I remember especially how~ they 
say; “pray for us seeners!” 

During the Mass Marilyn leads 
the children, Latin and Anglos, in 
an offertory hymn — which has 
become the most popular song in 
all West Texas! 

“That night at the supper 

You took the wine and bread, 

And ‘This is My Body, 

This is My Elood’, You said. 

“Now eat this and drink this 

For soon I will be dead; 

My flesh will be broken, 


My blood will all be shed. 


“And what I have done here 
From now on you must do. 
Whenever you do this 

I give my life fr you . 

The Hit Parade 

Sometimes, crowded into the 
blue station wagon, or the yellow 
school bus, or jammed into one 
of the other .cars Casa Maria 
Reina has acquired, the boys and 
girls start singing that hymn. 
They walk through the streets 
singing it. They take an innocent 
delight singing it as they pass the 
Protestant churches — especially 
those churches that used to raid 
the flock. 

Shortly before I left Texas, the 
number of Communions at the 
Sunday Masses had gone from six 
to more than sixty. And, on Holy 
Thursday, fifty Latin and Anglo 
boys and girls made their First 
Holy Communion! 

There have been a few conver- 
sions, a few baptisms of children 
in their teens, a great many 
adults returned to the sacra- 
ments, and an_ extraordinary 
number of marriages “straighten- 
ed out”, since the Lay Aposto- 
late began to work with Fr. Tom 


” 





in the cotton fields of Texas. 





There is a better relation between 
Latin and Anglo; between rich 
and poor; between employer and 
employee. 

And the end is not yet in sight. | 

God Almighty, thank You for'| 
this cobwebby view of the work 
of the Madonna House Aposto- 
late—and for the idea I cannot} 
help forming of the work it will do| 
throughout the world, in Our| 
Lady’s time, and Yours. Thank 
You for making me, an insignifi- 
cant insect, part of this aposto- 
late. Let me love You as I should, 
before Your dust rag wipes my 
cobweb—and me with it—off my 
adobe wall. Your wide-eyed spider, 
Eddie. 


The Hay Song 














Sometimes, when there is a 
holy day celebration, or some 
special guest visits us, we have 
2 sing-song at Madonna House. 
We sing in chorus, and we sing in 
duos, trios, quartets, and in 
groups of men or women. And al- 
ways, at such times, there is Ed- 
die Watson with his famous ‘“‘Gi- 
tarr’’, and—now and then, one of 
his own home-made songs. Eddie, 
one of our senior Staff Workers, 
worked on the farm for a spell; 
and he tended the cows. This 
song is one he composed for the 
cattle—but there are lots of 
people who like- it too. 

I’ve a song I sing in the winter- 
time 

When I feed the cows down on the 
farm; 

Sometimes I think they like my 
song, 

Then they know there’s hay out- 
side the barn. 

Sometimes I think they hate my 
song, 

Cuz they think my song is too 
darn long; 

When I sing to them, the fork 
stands still 

And the hay is not forthcoming. 


Nice little heifer standing in the 
snow, 

Tail tween her legs 
hanging low, 

Perks up her ears and kicks out 
her heels 

When my mournful song appeals. 

Chickens in the henhouse doin’ 
the rounds, 

Scratching for something that 
won’t be found; 

All cackle together both loud and 
long 

When they hear this little song. 


and head 


Hogs in the pig house sleeping 
away, 

Keeping warm for a nicer day, 

Stir themselves and walk about, 

Grunting loudly as I shout. 

Goats and sheep in the sunny lee 

Chewin’ their cud with their eyes 
on me; 

There’s a kid in the hayrack can’t 
get out; 

They all bleat together and 
bounce about. 


On Christmas Eve I sang my song, 

And I also took some oats along 

To warm the barn a little mare 

In case some guests came to the 
door. 

They then kidded me kindly in 
their way 

And gave their peace in return 
for the hay. 

The sheep and the goats and the 
cows that night 

Lay awake to watch a star shine 

~ bright. 

CHORUS: 

Ko-ba-so wheat, 
ko-ko 

Ko-ko_ ko-ko, 
ko-ko. 


ko-ba-so wheat 


ko-ba-so wheat 








Beauty 
In Ugliness 


By Catherine Maynard 











Casa de Nuestra Senora, Win- 
slow, Arizona. A recent visitor to 
the Casa commented on the “Ab- 
sence of beauty” around us. 

Trees do not grow profusely in 
the desert. Grass is rare. Flowers, 
however, thrive under tender lov- 
ing care. Many kinds grow outside 
in the summer, and inside in the 
winter. Yet the beauty of little 
flowers hardly balances the ugli- 
ness of our surroundings. 

Like House Like Fence 

Fences sag and droop. They are 
uneven and unpainted. In time, 
you forget that all fences don’t 
look like this. Houses, a_ large 
number of them, like the fences, 
are droopy and saggy. Few are 
painted. Most are unattractive. 
The roads are unpaved. There are 
no sidewalks, no curbings. The 
mud and dust and ruts are un- 
pleasant and inconvenient. Ani- 
mals abound, mostly dogs. Un- 
friendly, dirty, hungry. They howl 
and growl after dark. Most of 
them snarl at all passers-by dur- 
ing the daytime. We have many 
dogs, but few pets. Streets are 
perpetually littered, as are the al- 
leyways. Bottles are broken 
where they fall. Cans are dropped 
wherever they are emptied. Paper 
and trash are strewn and blown 
everywhere. 

Yes, it’s true, beauty that pleas- 
es the eye and warms the heart 
does not abound in our neighbor- 
hood! 

I cannot agree though, that 
beauty is missing, for God is 
beauty. Nor does it necessarily 
follow that beauty always exists 
in the neighborhoods of straight 
roads, comfortable houses, lush 
lawns, and bushy trees. 

There is much around us that 
is beautiful . . . but one must see 
it with the eyes of faith. 

Glimpses of Beauty 

A close scrutiny will reveal men 
and women on rutty, twisty 
Streets, who sincerely try to 
“make straight the way of the 
Lord”. Their simple lives have 
room for God and His love. They 
try to show that LOVE to others. 
An unemployed man told me re- 
cently that his landlord was al- 
lowing him to live, rent free, until 
the mill opened and he returned 
to work. 

The landlord is the father of a 
large family, with a low income 
but a steady job. He could certain- 
ly use any extra dollars coming 
in in the form of rent. He is 
showing his children in a tangible 
way that if you seek first the 
Kindom of heaven all else will be 
given to you. He is teaching them 
real love of neighbor. The tenant 
is a negro. 

We do not have many_ shade 
trees, but you can _ still find 
wives “who are fruitful vines” and 
children ‘like olive plants” 


‘around the table! You will find 


young people who frequent the 
sacraments, who teach catechism, 
who belong to Mary’s Army. ‘The 
Legion of Mary. They show there 
is beauty in our parish, our 
neighborhood. 

That little bit of beauty must 


grow. 
God Is Beauty 


Or it will surely wither and die. 
God’s grace is responsible for all 
the beauty we have mentioned 
above, but man has a job in the 
natural order to help this beauty 
spread. Many people must see a 
little beauty with their eyes, 
touch it with their hands, before 
they will see and know the beauty 
that is God! 


“make straight the ways of the|balls. Bats, 

|Lord.” We must also make a little| greatly needed 

neighborhood apostolate and its recreation de- 
| partment. 


straighter these 
|roads. 

| And perhaps more growing, flow-| 
jering things, restful to the eye, | 
others know God, 
‘living branches on the Vine. 

| If our houses leaked a little less, 
and held the heat a little more, 
men’s hearts would have time and 
opportunity to open up to God and 
His Love. God’s order, tranquil- 
ity, and peace is abundant in the 
world around us, the world He 
made. We see it in the stars, the 
moon, the seasons. We see it in 
the rhythm of planting and 
growth and harvesting. He can- 
not be seen in the midst of dis- 
order, dirt and clutter, nor be 
heard in the midst of noise and 
unrest. 

It becomes clear to us who want 
to show God in all His Beauty 
that we must begin with the 
things that simpe people under- 
stand. If they see and touch and 
smell beauty in their surround- 
ings, it will become easier to see 
and know the God of Beauty. 

1000 Little Worms 

For apostles in the marketplace, 
conversation and interests center 
often around houses, streets, re- 
creation, clothing, household 
furnishings, decorating ideas, etc. 
|Hven around fences, and garden- 
|ing, because all things belong to 
| God, and all things, if used with 
|the right motivation, can lead 10 





use compost heaps, manure, dirt, 
seeds! Many hours of hauling 
manure and rich brown dirt from 
a nearby ranch .. will help our 
garden grow. We have started a 
compost heap . . we have planted 
flower seeds and vegetable seeds 
... and we have engaged the help 
of one thousand little worms. 
We are watched by neighbors 
young and old, as we go about 
these tasks. Some watch with dis- 
belief, some with pessimism, and 
some just watch! A few tell us 
nothing will grow here. But we 
Our Lady of Combermere. 
keep trying! 





One Man's Scrap Is 
Another Man’s Gold 


One thing is certain, the Little 
Infant of Prague was right. There 
are lots and lots of people who 
gladly give a little of their “gold” 
in the shape of money to make 
Him a quilt to wrap Himself in 
for the cold nights that He finds 
sometimes on earth—when He 
makes special trips to see how 
everybody is doing. 

I was away on a lecture trip, 
and when I returned I got the 
names of the people—the gener- 
ous, gracious, warm-hearted 
people who love and understand 
the Christ-Child. 

To each and everyone who has 
contributed to His quilt, I extend 
my thanks. . our thanks. . know- 
ing that He has already thanked 
them as only He can .. or will do 
so in the near future. 

He Just Smiled 

I asked Him if the quilt was big 
enough for Him to wrap Himself 
in. This time I must confess He 
didn’t say “yes” or “no”. He just 
smiled. Perhaps His smile said— 
that out of one penny He can 
make a big quilt for Himself, 
when it is given with great love 
—like the money given us 
through the last month. 

But it seemed to remind me 
that there were many children 
on earth who didn’t have any 
quilts . . and after all, everything 
that was done for Him was done 
for them. 

He left it at that. And so will I. 
We haven’t closed the account of 
the quilt, though. It is wide-open 
still. 

If anybody has flower pots — 
nice ordinary round flowerpots— 
any size, any shape, the old fash- 
ioned clay ones, we will be grate- 
ful for same. 

We are still asking our friends 
who have DEAR BISHOP, DEAR 
SEMINARIAN, and TUMBLE- 
WEED—the first two books writ- 
ten by me and the third by Eddie, 
if they could spare us some cop- 
ies—all books being “out of 
print”, we would be most grate- 
ful—for we have such constant 











God. These days we are trying to} 


Gloves. 
for 


These are 
our rural 


Those Paper-Backs 
If you have the cheap paper- 


uplifting to the soul, will help|pack detective stories around the 
and become|house, the ones with little love 


|interest and much “who done it” 
|business—the kind we could dis- 
‘tribute to tired lumber-jacks and 
| farmers, we would be grateful for 
ithose—as well as for western 
stories. 

Threads and various sewing 
needs and notions are still need- 
ed. So are all kinds of remnants 
of wool, and wool in general, for 
knitting and crocheting purposes. 
We make afghans for baby cribs 
and baby layettes out of them, as 
well as sweaters and_ socks for 
older children and women. The 
need is endless! 

If you haven’t used that stamp- 
ed embroidery, and if you have 
embroidery thread you’re not us- 
ing, we would be_ grateful for 
them. 

Old frames—there are many 
holy pictures that need frames— 
which we could distribute far and 
wide. 

Believe it or not, we are still 
begging for typewriters . . though 
through your charity we have 
received several. It seems as if 
with the growth of the aposto- 
late, the need for typewriters 
grows. And the farm is still clam- 
oring for crocks, and old-fashion- 
ed cheese forms and sealers. 

Thank you for your charity in 
the past! Thank you for your 
charity of the future. Thank you 
for your friendship and under- 
standing. Alleluia! Alleluia! 
Christ has risen! Happy, holy 
Easter! 


Melkites To Meet 


The Third Annual Melkite Con- 
vention will be held in Birming- 
ham, Alabama, on June 24, and 
26th, it has been announced, 
under the sponsorship of St. 
|George’s Church. It will be, says 
i\Fred Melof, chairman of the ex- 
|ecutive committee, “the greatest 
|Melkite convention ever held in 
North America.” 

Invitations have been mailed to 
laymen and priests all over the 
U.S.A. and Canada; and prepar- 
ations are being made to house 
all the guests in the local hotels. 
Rev. Fr. Joseph Raya, pastor of 
St. George’s church, expects that 
His Beatitude Maximos IV Saigh, 
the Melkite Patriarch of Antioch 
and all the Orient, the Most Rev. 
Thos. J. Toolen, Bishop of Bir- 
mingham, and the Most Rev. Jo- 
seph A. Durick, auxiliary Bishop 
of Birmingham, will be present. 























Stamps Needed 
At the Mission 
Stamp Bureau 











To continue support of Jesuit 
missionaries in the far-flung re- 
gions of the world, the Jesuit 
Scholastics at Saint Louis Uni- 
versity are on a constant quest 
to find more and more postage 
stamps which they convert into 
cash to pay the mission expenses 
in such places as Central Amer- 
ica, Korea and our own American 
Indian missions. Their address at 
3700 West Pine Boulevard, Saint 
Louis 8, Missouri, is the center for 
a sorting operation which the 
Jesuit seminarians, when not en- 
gaged in their studies for the 
priesthood, perform during their 
recreation periods. 

Just about any kind of stamp 
can be used except the USS. 1, 2, 
3 and 4 cent varieties. However, 
U.S. commemoratives, foreign, 
air mail, special delivery, pre- 
cancelled and “out of the ordi- 
nary” stamps are all useful. At 
the present time orders for stamps 
are coming in from all over the 
country and the Stamp Bureau 
does not have enough stamps to 
fill their orders. 

If you have an old stamp col- 
lection or your grandmother’s 
love letters hidden away in the 
attic, or even a handful of foreign 
or commemoratives, you can help 
support the missions by sending 
them to the Mission Stamp Bu- 





demand for them. 


reau at the above address. 








RESTORATION, 
COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA 








Please enter the following subscription: 











